
Flags, and the Man
Who PaintsThem

Great Bntaín
Childe Hassam.Self-Portrait

Italy

rVancc

Early Morning on the Avenue

Till", very essence of a flag is bright color; it is strange that painters never saw the possibilities in flagsbefore. Childe Hassam, painter of sunlight and air, did not fail to find their brightness seductivewhen he found them whipping the breezes on every side in Fifth Avenue. Here are reproduced ofew of the scenes on the «Avenue of the Allies that forced this American impressionist to put. his brush towork. They are taken from an exhibition of flag paintings at the Durand-Ruel Gallery.
Flags on Fifi n btreet

THE truth is often very hard to know,
apd once disclosed, dangerous to

Men, great or other-
sördom hear il about tbem-

Silvea when they arc alive, and afterward
¦heir supporters and thou- relatives see to
*j that biographers stay within the sweet
'»ttltations of the plausible and correct. It
îb »\rue that every one* knows this is a con¬

tention and makes allowances for the fail-
".s the epitaphs omit, but as a conven-
u°n it ¡s well rooted _«d will take tune to

;" overthrown. Only the novelist is al-
(ewed a free hand. He can pick his ma-

vhere he will and the more offen-
ful tu* is, the better it will b

11 SI les.
"here was bound to be a biographer some

U!*y who would recognize this fine and airy
"eedom of the, novelist and turn it to his
°-*n account, So we have "Eminent Vic¬
torians," by Lytton Strachcy (Putnam),

ni*.*h takes some great images of what is
ready a legendary time and makes a kind

*f novel out of the life of each of them.
c h;e.- had to be daring to do this, he has

}**& to assault dozens of established no-
tions of the nobility of Great Ones, but
e result has been compensatintr. There

]* nothing marble or graven about these
.*ges Mr. Strachey sets atop the balus-

tta(¡e of time. They palpitate with life
nave all the comfortable weakness and

^.sufficiency of a pitifully incomplete hu-
^ln;ty. Rut bcin;*; life treated artistically,
ey do not fail as well to contain aspira-

t on. All of those inen and women of Mr.
Strachey's wanted something finer than
what they knew, tried hard to find it, often
became confused by lesser aims and died
still hunting. Some people have been
¡hocked by this hind of portraiture, which
is indiscriminate in its disclosure of good
and evil. In sooth, they ought to be grate-
ful for a revelation of the kind of heroism
and labor that does not need hypocrisy to
maintain or defend it. |
The most successful tale in the book is the

story of Cardinal Manning. All the hypoc¬
risy and determination by which men of the
Victorian age aimed to cover the endless
cam] ligns toward thoir personal ends is
here unveiled with n subtle and penetrating
hand. This is more nearly a novel than
any other in the.book, because behind the
gaunt ligure of the ambitious man who
rose so deviously, to great public power in
England are the jostled figures of New-
man, the piteous but noble Newman of the
Apologia, and Gladstone, militant ;¡n<l
powerful and unbending. The Oxford
Movement, only a name now, but once a

ill foA intelligent England, passes in a

vague processional, with John Keble and
Hurrell Froude in the lead and Bentham
and Mills in shadow in the offing.

Cardinal Manning was a man with a sup¬
pressed desire that sometimes was able even

to deceive the soul so deeply concerned
with its own eternal welfare. He wanted

personal distinction and powor; and
through all the ecclesiastical exigencies of

his passage from the
Church of England to
Home he managed to
step toward it more

and more, managed by
intricate ways to put
distance between him¬
self and other am¬

bitions panting be¬
hind, and all but suc¬

ceeded in frustrating
the sincere and naive
Newman and keeping
from him the honor
that a richly-served Church at last was

awakened to bestow. A man who was

moved by many visions and called by many
spiritual beckohings, u ¡sessed of great
energies, Manning comes out finally in this
picture which Mr, Strachey draws:

"The spare and stately form, the head
massive, emaciated, terrible, with the great
nose, the glittering eyes, and the mouth
drawn back and compressed into the grim
rigidities of age, solf-mortification and
authority."
By this same method Florence Nightin¬

gale is revealed as another frustrated spirit
of the time, whose desire was greater than
the time would allow, a woman full of ter¬
rible angers at the incapacity and stupidity
of the people about ner, moved by great
passions for a better world, and, turned at
last, after so many years of vigor, into a

senile old woman. With his ow*i kind of
irony this novelist, who makes uso of act-

rerspecuves
By Ralph Block

Biography in the Form of Fiction.
Music and the Soul of Russia

: uality, describes the scene when the Order
of Merit was brought to her by royal corn-
mand.
"Sir Douglas Dawson, after a short

speech, stepped forward and handed the
insignia of the order to Miss Nightingale.
Propped up by pillows, she dimly recog¬
nized that some compliment was being paid
In r. 'Too kind too kind,' she murmured;
and she was not ironical."

Dr. Arnold and Chinese Gordon are the
other two figures ill the book; General Gor-
don is of the two most completely set forth.
.' close and specific description of this ad¬
venturous and mad life is lacking. The
perspective is in further distance than the
description of Cardinal Manning, where let¬
ters lent a closer air of reality. For all
that, it is a powerful and well-told story,
with tragedy lurking in the wings. Here
¦:'. -ain the great figures of «h-? day, Glad¬
stone and the Queen and S v Evelyn Bar-

ing and Mr. Stead,
p a r a d e behind the.
courageous Gordon.

Fiction manages to
make up a certain
rhythm, a strophic and
antistrophic movement
in its tragic narrative.
This story needs no in¬
vention to obtain it;
-Mr.Stracheyhas amply
d r a w n forth t h e

rhythm contained in
thehistoryof this man

who began by suppressing a great uprisingin China, and who came to his end, after ob¬
durate courage, with his head fixed, byorder of the Mahdi, in the branches of a
tree on the public highway in Khartoum.

A LÍDIENCES that make a profession of
J_~j__ being audiences are a strange lot.

They really are never very far re¬
moved from the prize ring. Whether they
are to be found at the concert or the thea¬
tre or in the picture galleries, they can be
spotted by the distinctive air they bear of
having come to watch an antagonism.
Somewhere and somehow they have missed
the facts that the arts are chiefly distilla¬
tions of the human spirit. There some¬
thing combative about them, 01
o opposition ; o

eager to see h,ow -.. the pr<

conquer his medium; it is a fight to the
death every time.

All this has done a tremendous damage
to innovations in the arts. An artist has
desires and dreams first; he finds a way
afterward to make them articulate in an
appropriate form. But the audience that
makes a profession of being an audience.
which includes most critics and dilettantes
-would have it the other way about. What
preoccupies them is scarcely ever the qual¬
ity of imagination involved. It is the jar¬
gon of manners and methods out of which
they develop a great sacerdotal my tery.
The great public is at once repulsed and
fascinated by all ih..:, but it is scarcely
ever led to understand. A new venture in
expression.urged in these days by the
constant variation in the life that gives
birth to expression.finds notoriety by the
classification of irs manner, instead of fame
by the qui ty of what it says.

Doubtless ti\£ audience for Serge Pro-
koüeff at Aoolian Hail Wednesday wai
posed of all these elements. But the pro¬fessional parts of it could nui
wonted strain only by conlpletely ignoringho human qua ¡tie of thi so-called
[evolutionary piano playing Her vas no
perversion of the instruí .;reedy
torture of in- scale ti extrad sound
To Lh mati thin

om
the if h

..nein beautif. of them interest¬
ing.

, lose "Scjthian Suite"
was s-.iri to ha G i_t_inov madlyfrom .' »nc» only fever he

«i to parade for his New Y<>:-k audi¬
ence was the universal fever of the artist.
who presses on to capture the ideal vision
of which he always falls short. It was in¬
escapably Russian, the music that he.
played, Russian in the sense that it ex¬
pressed movingly and sweetly the under¬
ground meditations whose gen¬ius is contemj situa¬
tion in time is action.
There co used out of 1 he tide of

sound, moving slowly in strange channe1-
rhythm If againstthe atmosphcr« s ibout. an understanding of

the great tide of human hope and desire
from which it came and to which it seemed
to try to give a voice. The Russian is a
child who has never yet come to terms

the destiny the circumstance of an
exacting world presses on him. He is a
s rai West; he would sit most

bazars and aï city gate*--.

holds no time for dreaming.n all 1 .'¦ e voice todesire for vhai is ultimate and pro-
.¦ ism is the side

«1 by the
*.' part of

i s he allows


